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(UNFINISHED) 


He had only heard that Jimmy was not doing well. In fact, nobody had really told Paul how the guitarist was 
doing. Apparently, they were too ashamed to even speak about it. They all knew why Jimmy was depressed. 
Everyone in Swan Song was. Paul was told many times not to even mention guitar playing. Of course, he had 
agreed to not ask the guitarist, but of course, being the persistent little brat that he was, he was going to do 
just that. The main reason behind it was that he, of all people, knew how bad depression could get, and that one 
of the ways of dealing with it, was to keep oneself busy. Pulling into the drve-way, he let out a heavy sigh. 


From where he was, he could see the blinds were shut. The Jimmy he had known, at least when he had seen 


him prior, usually opened them in the morning. Something was wrong here. Killing the ignition, Paul got out of 


the car, making his way to the door. He wanted to turn back more with each step that he took. Paul walked up 
to the front door of the castle, which looked even gloomier than usual. He stopped in front of the door, fixing 
his black longcoat, then the white dress shirt beneath it. For the occasion, he wore black pants and his black 
leather heeled shoes. His hand was shaking as he reached out and pressed the buzzer, holding it down for a 
few seconds, before taking it off finally. Too late to turn back now. 


It was almost as if the house itself was in mourning. The grass was dying, the trees’ bark dried up and 
cracked from the constant scorch of the sun. Bushes were shriveled from lack of moisture, and a heavy cloud 


of sorrow hung over the castle. 


The inside of the home was no better. Tapestries of dark hues hung on the walls, making everything look much 
darker than it was. Every curtain on every window was pulled shut, and the doors always remained locked, 
which was most likely why the newspapers were beginning to pile up on the doorstep. The mailbox had to have 
been overflowing with untouched envelopes. Empty pizza boxes and Chinese take-out was strewn around the 
floor, as well as other obstacles such as empty bottles of alcohol ranging from anything like Jack Daniel's to 
wine to vodka, He must've drank his entire body weight in alcohol by then, and then some. His room was just as 
bad. Clothes carelessly tossed into piles that he could no longer decipher as clean or dirty. The bed sheets 
were never made. The lights were always off. 


Jimmy felt as though he'd been in the same exact spot for weeks on end. He no longer cared to hide the fact 
he shot up heroin on a routine basis, needles and arm ties strewn around the couch where he laid and slept as 
of the last month. Staring at the ceiling, he'd think about calling Percy or even Jonesy - just so they knew he 
was alive. But that'd be a lie. And when the third option would come to mind, he'd only spiral downward further 


in his mental turmoil. 


Those thoughts were exactly those that drifted through his mind when the doorbell rang, and he jumped. He 
wasn't expecting company, especially not now. He didn't want it. He just wanted sweet, painful solitude. He got up 
slowly from the stained, disheveled couch, formed to the shape of his body by now, his bones aching and 
crying for him to stop, his brain swimming and threatening to shut down He grabbed a bottle of Jack of the 
counter on his way over, taking a long, guilty swig on the way to the door. He didn't bother looking through the 
peep hole - he'd probably tell whoever it was to fuck off anyway. 


Locks on the inside of the door came undone one by one, slowly, lingeringly, dreadingly. It creaked open slowly, 
and Jimmy's tired gaze made its way from Paul's shoes, up his legs, up his mid-section - and it paused 
momentarily. He knew who it was, and God, he didn't want him to see him like this, but here he was. A t-shirt, 
littered with pinholes toward the bottom, stained with god-knows-what clung to his skinny frame, almost with 
a mismatching pair of striped pajama bottoms that would've looked identical if not for the multi-colored design. 
He looked pale, like someone who had seen a ghost - though he wish he could have - and his gaze was hollow 


and despairing. 


Finally, he took all his will to meet Paul's probably worried gaze. Everyone that came to Jimmy's door had the 
same look in their eyes. If Jimmy had felt anything from seeing Paul's face again, he probably would've cried. 
But he didn't feel much of anything. He reached up to brush his own dark, probably greasy hair behind his ear, 
revealing the track marks up the insides of his arms that he was too careless to hide. He didn't say anything 
to the singer, only gave him a look that permitted his entrance before retreating back into his cave, leaving 


the door open for Paul to follow. 


He had nothing to say, at least not yet. Seeing Jimmy like that, broke his heart, and he nearly broke into tears. 
His breath hitched, when Jimmy disappeared into the darkness. It reminded him all too much of Koss. Walking 
into the house, he closed the door behind him, before leaning heavily against it. The track marks, the mess, the 
soiled clothing.. it all pointed in the same direction Already, the singer could feel the tears welling in his eyes. 
The place smelled horrible, and all of it threatened to bring back visions. He looked about the place, before 
rushing to Jimmy, gently grabbing his arm, pulling it up to examine his arm. That was when he tried holding 
back from breaking down, but that went to shit. Here he was, crying. Eventually, Paul reached up, covering his 
mouth, trying to cover the sound of his soft sobbing. 


He should have helped him sooner, he should have been there for him. Looking up at Jimmy now, he 
immediately looked away. This time, he wasn't going to walk away, and leave Jimmy on his own. He couldn't. Paul 
would stay there with him, however long that took, to help him. There were so many fears he had, about 
failing, about what happened with Koss. "How are you..?" He managed to ask, sniffling, averting his gaze. Stupid 
question. How did he /look/ like he was doing? There was just too much emotion running through him at that 


point, that he didn't seem to be thinking straight. 


Not knowing what else to do, Paul slowly pulled Jimmy in for a hug, then let everything out. The brunet 
sobbed, burying his face into the others shoulder, and that was when it happened. "I'm sorry.. l'm so so 
sorry." Paul said, his breathing hitching as he spoke. He stood there, crying into his shoulder, breaking down. It 
was just like Koss, and now he felt so powerless, and he didn't know how, or what to feel about it anymore. It 
scared him, and he didn't want Jimmy to die. The thought made him cry harder. The once nervous crying 


turned into a full on nervous breakdown. 


All of it scared him. The thought of losing Jimmy, his partner, friend, and fellow musician, tore him apart. 
Paul's eyes burned, but he didn't care anymore. The brunet /did/ manage to let go, before feeling dizzy. 
Everything hurt, and he suddenly felt his stomach churn. He could taste the vomit in the back of his throat 
from the stress. Paul shuffled back, looking about him frantically, almost tripping, before he rushed to the 
bathroom to empty his lunch. 


On his knees, leaning over the toilet seat, he coughed, the first round emptied his stomach, but his body 


wasn't done, and he was left shaking, as he dry heaved a couple times. Paul coughed several times, before 


getting up, and flushing the toilet, going o the sink, and leaned over to splash water on his face. Using toilet 
paper, he dried off his face, then looked in the mirror. He was pale now. Not as much as Jimmy. The scenery 
of Koss' littered house played out before him.The garbage, the track marks.. the air that clung to the place. He 
remembered seeing Koss, and the singer had had it with the fellow "FREE" member. At the time, Paul was so 
young, and Koss was even younger. It broke him to see such a young boy struggling like that. Paul had been his 


mentor almost and seeing him like that.. just made him react in a way that he wouldn't normally act. 


Paul had gotten angry. Yelling at Koss. It was the worst possible way he could have dealt with it, and he paid 
for that.. at the cost of Koss' life. If he didn’t help Jimmy correctly, it'd be the same pattern and situation all 


over again. 


Jimmy knew how this all looked to Paul. He could hear the quiet sobs the singer had begun to let out before 
he even got closer, and he'd stopped just before reaching the couch, slowly setting the half empty bottle of 
Jack with a gentle tick onto the table beside it. He knew exactly what Paul was thinking, and he found himself 
beginning to tell himself that he wasn't like Koss, that this wasn't the same situation. But when he glanced 


around at his trashed home, he knew it was. 


He'd kept his gaze averted and his head down when Paul asked how he was, ashamed if he should even speak at 
that point as he closed his eyes. What was the point of lying through his teeth anymore? Everyone knew how 
he'd taken it. How he'd broken down and nearly hurt himself and everyone he loved in the process. He didn't 


even want to talk to Percy when the blond had offered it, which he could see at the time had hurt the singer 


to the core. Jimmy would never forgive himself for that one. 


And now he was breaking someone's heart all over again. He started to wonder if he should've even let Paul in, 
or if he should've pretended to not be home. No, that'd be impossible to pull off. Everyone knew when Jimmy 
was upset, he cut himself off from the world. Didn't everyone? He shook his head slightly suddenly within that 
pause between Paul's question as his hug, Jimmy's gaze silently flickering to the smashed guitar in the far 
corner of the living room, the way the paint of it had left permanent marks, dents in the drywall. Fractures in 
the framework of the house. He hadn't cared about that guitar anymore. He still didn't. He just made him feel 
empty in a way that he couldn't fix. 


When Paul hugged him, he stiffened. He hadn't touched anyone, or let anyone touch him, let alone a hug, in 
weeks. A month. He'd lost track. Very carefully, he'd wrapped his arms around him, though it was a tad 
awkward and he put his head on the other's shoulders. He hated listening to Paul cry like this. Not because it 
bothered him or annoyed him or something cold-hearted like that - he just didn't want him crying by his own 
doing. But of course, he was. 


"l." he tried to say, before Paul ran off, he suspected, to vomit. He didn't blame him. He'd been doing the same 
for days, just trying to get the lump out of his throat and the heavy feeling out of his stomach. His thoughts 


borderlined childish, thinking maybe if he made himself light enough, he could just float away and never return 
That was a soothing thought, but not a solution 


The brunet slumped down into the couch, staring down at his hands, then his arms, listening to Paul's vomiting 
in the bathroom just down the hall. So many things began to hit him at once, as if he were being jumped by a 
gang of emotions in an alley he just couldn't escape from. Luckily the sound of Paul emptying his stomach 
drowned out Jimmy's starting to cry, just as he ran his fingertips over the tracks in his skin 


Nobody's Fault But Mine 


He couldn't get the images out of his head, and the headache that had started only moments before hadn't 
helped either. It seemed like the harder he tried to shake the memories of Koss, the greater the pain in his 
head had grown. Paul steadied his breathing before exiting the bathroom, making his way back to living room 
slowly. He had to step carefully due to the mess, and he felt slightly dizzy still. Despite the pain though, if 


Jimmy thought even for a /second/ that Paul was going to leave any time soon, he was quite mistaken. 


When he entered the living room, he heard Jimmy's sobbing. That hit him like a ton of bricks. Taking a deep 
breath, the brunet surveyed the room, his gaze instantly falling upon the smashed, and splintered Les Paul. 
Again, another wave of pain hit him like a freight train. Slowly, and carefully, he passed Jimmy, approaching the 
broken guitar much like one would to a wounded animal. His hands were clasped up by his stomach, staring 


down at the instrument with narrowed eyes, before he got down on his knees, sitting back. 


Hesitantly, he leaned forward, licking his lips as he examined the guitar again. Carefully, he reached his right 
hand out, touching the surface, letting his fingertips trace over the smooth parts of the body that weren't 
too splintered. His breathing slowed, before he picked up the guitar; the neck was detached and only held by 
the strings, and the body was smashed in several places. Paul set the instrument on his lap, staring down at it, 
his lips parting as he noticed more and more damage as he examined it closer. His right hand moved to the 


bridge, drawing in a sharp breath as his fingers touched the cold metal. 


Sniffling, he lifted the guitar from his lap, setting back down on the hardwood floor before him. The brunet 
took a moment and found he was able to think a bit better, then looked to Jimmy, watching as the other 
stared down at his arms. Slowly, Paul shifted back onto his knees then stood back up, focusing on Jimmy as he 
walked to the coffee table. He pulled it away from the couch and went to stand before the other, getting down 


on one knee. As he looked up at Jimmy, his grey green eyes searched his face. 


"Look at you." Paul mumbled softly, resting his left hand on the couch and his right hand on the side of 
Jimmy's face sadly. Seeing him like this was better than finding him.. well, dead. He couldn't even imagine that 
outcome, nor did he ever /want/ to. Paul removed his hands briefly, taking off his coat and setting it on the 


arm rest of the couch, not moving from his spot. 


With his attention focused back on the guitarist, his eyes flickered over him, and then settled back onto the 
others face. There was so much pain. Softly, Paul began to hum the chorus of "Shooting Star", before stopping 


to clear his throat for a moment. 


"Don't you know that you are a shooting star..?" He sang, very softly, still looking at Jimmy. 


Somewhere in the midst of his tears, Jimmy had noticed Paul's return but he didn't express that. He didn't 
acknowledge it, he just kept on with his silent sobs. It was one of those fits of tears people had that you just 
couldn't stop once you started. He hated those. 


He heard the singer lift the guitar from the ground where Jimmy had left it and he felt his heart ache at the 
sound of the wood frame of it easing off the floor, the strings giving a dull sound when a splinter plucked at 
them on accident but nothing compared to what he used to play with them. He hadn't touched it since he 
destroyed it. He'd hardly even looked at it. It only reminded him of what he'd lost - and whom. 


Instead, he now studied his arms through his tears, the unmistakable sound of silent crying still escaping him 
though he wanted it to stop. He wanted to feel nothing. Bonzo couldn't feel anything anymore, so why the fuck 
did Jimmy have to? He wrapped his hand around his arm where a mark was and pressed down on it with his 
thumb, as if to spite himself for feeling the pain His nose scrunched up and he squeezed his eyes shut, holding 
his arm to himself as he sniffled quietly. 


He heard the soft depression of the carpet as Paul had knelt down in front of him, but he didn't look at him. 
Not yet. He couldn't meet his gaze without seeing everyone he's failed in them, so he looked away a bit, turning 
his cheek to Paul like he was hiding a monster from a small child. But when he felt the hand on his face he 
had to look His heart felt permanently sunken in his chest. He could see the faint redness of crying eyes 


around Paul's pupils and he knew it was his own fault for it. 


Looking down at his lap as Paul set his own coat off to the side, he traced his own left hand's Palm with the 
nail of his index finger, noticing the patterns and the old callouses on the tips of his fingers. He shook his head 
a little bit at the sight of them, as if refusing to accept his past - refusing to accept that he'd ever started 
such a band in the first place, and that one of his best friends was gone. No, he wished it were still 1961, 
where he was part of some band nobody had heard of, that nobody cared about. At least then it wouldn't kill 


his friends. 


At first he didn't look up when Paul hummed, until he actually started to sing. His reddened eyes flickered up 
slowly to his gaze and he knew what Paul wanted him to do. He wanted him to answer. His mind drifted back to 
when Paul had encouraged him to sing and Jimmy refused. Could he even make up for that now? He looked 


down again, staying silent for a few moments longer. 


".and.. and all the world will love you just as long." He reached up as he paused, brushing his nose over the 


back of his hand, his brows furrowing as he cleared his throat a little and mumbled the rest. ".as long as you 


He knew the feeling all too well. Simon and the others had waited to tell him what had happened to Koss, and it 
broke him. The singer was tired of losing people. He was sick of the pain and he wanted it to stop. If he could 


take the pain off of Jimmy's shoulders, he would, in a heartbeat.To be completely honest, Paul would have liked 
to turn back time, and redo everything, but at the same time, he would have never met Koss in the first 


place. 


Looking up at Jimmy, he tilted his head. He wanted to help him. Jimmy could try to get rid of him, but there 
was no fucking way he was gonna leave him. He couldn't, or rather, he /wouldn't/. Losing Jimmy would be the 
end of it for Paul. Without him, h was nothing. If he were completely honest, he would've liked to go back in 


time, and meet Jimmy all over again 


Listening to Jimmy singing in response, he smiled up at him, just staring. At least the guitarist hadn't kicked his 
ass yet, which he had actually been half expecting. Of course, Paul was in no mood to fight the other... he 
never wanted to fight Jimmy. Well okay, that depended on the context, but that was besides the point. 


He missed Bonzo too, but he was trying to deal with the loss himself. It wasn't easy. He only made it look that 
way. It wasn't because he was heartless, or ignorant, far from it. He just couldn't be stuck depressed forever. 
It didn't work that way with Paul. Besides, he tended to get angry when he was upset depending on the 


situation anyway. 


"| always will." He spoke softly, not removing his hands from Jimmy, still staring up at him. "I'm stayin’ with 
you..l'm not going to let you out of my sight again." 


The brunet kept his gaze down, sniffling just a little again He was almost ashamed of his crying, his inability to 
understand and control his emotions, even thought he knew he shouldn't be. He didn't know if a reaction like 
this was normal, if everyone that lost someone became as broken as he was. Perhaps it was because they'd all 


been doing so well and then it just all.. went away. 


His eyes started to tear up again but he blinked them away, squeezing his eyes shut for a few moments as he 
shook his head, not for any particular reason, though. It was almost like he was trying to forget everything, 


but he just didn't know how. 


Then suddenly he leaned forward, wrapping his arms around Paul and burying his face into his shoulder, staying 
silent. What could he say? I'm sorry? Thank you? He didn't know. He couldn't think. He just wanted to sleep for 
as long as he possibly could and for everything to be back to normal when he woke. But life didn't work like 
that, he knew. He hated it. 


Then he started to cry again, his hands clenching the back of Paul's shirt into weak fists. "I don't wanna lose 
anybody anymore," he mumbled into the other's shoulder, which only strengthened his tears. "I don't wanna be 


alone...” 


He was pretty sure there was only two people on the Earth that had seen him like this before, if he would've 
been like this at any time prior to this. That was Percy, and Paul. His best friend and his best more-than- 
friend. He wouldn't have it any other way. 


